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huts peep forth among the tufted trees,
the whole enlivened with groups of na-
tives, whose dark skins and richly-coloured
garments blend exquisitely with the sap-
phire glow of the scene around. Panwell
itself, is a small, hot., and dirty village., in-
cluding a Bungalow kept by a Parsee, for
the shelter certainly, rather than for the
accommodation of travellers. Government
Bungalows, which afford the single conve-
nience of rendering the carriage of tents
unnecessary, have been erected at distances
of ten miles, between Panwell and Poonah,
on the splendid road over the Ghauts, cut
under the direction of Sir John Malcolm,
when Governor of Bombay; but the dirt
of these edifices is really disgraceful, and
their equipments miserably incomplete.
The furniture consists, simply, of a rude
teak wood table, three chairs, and a march-
ing cot, commonly abundantly supplied
by many specimens of that dusky crea-
ture, by the Americans delicately termed
Chintzes; while a Cooja and pie dish sup-